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good grounding in French, science, English, literature, mathematics, history, geography, shorthand and typewriting. The school had the advantage over some of our smaller private and public schools of being exceptionally well equipped. We learnt handicraft at the local secondary school, by special arrangement, and the tools available would make the average householder green with envy.
My handicraft theory was brilliant; my practice a disaster. This particular branch of our training has completely spoiled me for doing the simplest piece of carpentry at home because I always feel that I have not got the right tools. Even when asked to put a screw in I look contemptuously at the miserable selection of screwdrivers offered.
In spite of my natural incompetence I produced such wonders as a pair of dumb-bells made of lignum vitae (what if the middle was as fat as the two ends?), a vegetable crusher, an inkstand, and a mirror frame.
Actually my schooldays at the Higher Elementary School started excellently well from the schoolboys' point of view by not starting at all. The dogs of war were out of the trap and the school buildings had been requisitioned for mobilisation purposes. We were jubilant at being able to swank about in our new red caps, with white ribbon round, for another week without the penalty of work. I was too well versed in "Kaiser or King?" to have the slightest qualm about the result of the war.
When we did finally start school the West Ham battalion of the Essex Regiment continued to use the asphalt playground for drilling, providing a fatal counter-attraction for the idler students. At first they were a rabble dressed in oddly assorted civilian clothes. Then one afternoon they sprung a surprise on the school by swinging into the play-ground, all in khaki, behind a drum and fife band.
Forty boys left their desks in a wild scramble for the windows. The form-master, a Mr. Dudley, smiled indulgently and tugged at his moustache. We glowed with pride and quivered with excitement, and the picture of the front row of drums rising and falling, reflecting the watery East End sunshine, is still fresh in mv mind. Manv of those